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As when Amphion first did call

Each list'ning stone from 's den,
And with the lute did form his wall,                          15

But with his words the men;
So, in your twisted numbers now, you thus
Not only stocks persuade, but ravish us.

Thus do your airs echo o'er

The notes and anthems of the spheres,                  20

And their whole consort back restore,

As if Earth too would bless Heav'n's ears:
But yet the spokes, by which they scaPd so high.
Gamble hath wisely laid of ut re mi.
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I 'M un-o'erclouded too 1 free from the mist!
The blind and late heaven's eye's great oculist,
Obscured, with the false fires of his scheme,
Not half those souls are light'ned by this theme.

Unhappy murmurers, that still repine,                      5

(After th' eclipse our sun doth brighter shine)
Recant your false grief and your true joys know,
Your bliss is endless, as you fear'd your woe!
What fort'nate flood is this? what storm of wit?
Oh, who would live and not o'erwhelm'd in it?              10

No more a fatal deluge shall be hurl'd,
This inundation hath sav'd the world.
Once more the mighty Fletcher doth arise,
Rob'd in a vest studded with stars and eyes
Of all his former glories, his last worth                         15

Embroider'd with what yet light e'er brought forth.
See! in this glad farewell he doth appear
Stuck with the constellations of his sphere,
Hearing we, numb'd, fear'd no flagration,
Hath curled all his fires in this one one\                       20

Which, as they guard his hallowed chaste urn,
The dull approaching heretics do burn.

Fletcher at his adieu carouses thus
To the luxurious ingenious,